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Dorothea 


Author's Notes: 

Alright, this is the first part of three short stories | wrote a while back, taking on how some of Jon\'s family 
members react to the knowledge of Jon doing more than just writing songs with Richie. | debated whether or 
not to post it, but decided | would since people would possibly want to read other drama than what is 
currently going in the band and this fic is set years back in time. | apologize for possible grammatical errors, | 


haven\'t beta-read this. Hope some of you enjoy it, though :) 


There was a deep scowl on Dorothea's face as she laid eyes upon the faint, white stains along the zipper of 
Jon's fancy black dress pants, and she pursed her lips, nose wrinkled in disgust. Typical of Jon, the first thing 
he did when celebrating his first birthday at home in years was go get a hand-job from his best friend. She 


wasn't even surprised. 


‘| see. If was him again, wasn't it? Do you have the first idea how if feels to be married to a man who you try 
your best to please and support, but who never gives you anything back? Who you try to comfort, but who 


never opens up” 


She was tired of this game, tired of coming second place. She was Jon's wife after all, the woman who gave 
him his four beloved children, the woman who stuck to him through thick and thin. The woman who took him 
back after nearly ten years of running around the block with countless groupies, and on top of that she 
forgave all the scattered infidelities throughout their I5 years of marriage. There were more of those, 


apparently, than she would like to acknowledge. 


Jon only turned his body slightly sideways, taking a defensive stance, eyes setting on the far off wall. She took 
it as a sign that she was breaking through and pressed on. She would like to say that she knew her husband 
well, better than anyone, but she knew to think better of that. She knew there was a part of him she'd never 
known, and probably never would either. When she didn't back down, boring her fiery stare into the side of his 
face and he winced. Yep, she was definitely reaching behind the facade. 


‘You never say a word when we're in bed, you're silent as a damn mouse in church. You never appreciate what 
we're doing, it's like I'm not even there. Sometimes | don't even think you want to be there, and believe me | 
can feel the difference. You used to be different, passionate, now you barely even respond to my touches,’ she 
said in a cold voice, but it was getting immensly difficult to maintain the indifferent tone. She had to pause for 
a moment before speaking again. ‘I've heard you with him. Don't deny it, | know you know as well as | do that 
I've heard you. You fucking scream, Jon. You wail like a little baby. Is it ‘cause | don't have a cock to ram you 
with? Is it ‘cause you prefer to take it up the ass? At those words Jon flinched and she smirked, but the 
burning sting of tears had begun behind her eyes. ‘You do, don't you? You love it so fucking much, you can't 
get off properly without his prick inside you: 


There were tears glistening in her eyes now, brimming as they clung to her dark bottom lashes. They were 
spawned by the anger, frustration and jealously, her voice rising in pitch and volume. She hated this, hated how 
Jon didn't even care, how he thought nothing of this. Sometimes she felt like Richie was Jon's wife and she the 
lover he kept to the side. The thought that she was only a prize to Jon, someone to keep around and play the 
part of his perfect family life was becoming more and more frequent as the years came and passed. She 
couldn't pinpoint his expression at the moment though; a hint of sadness, embarrassment, shame. But also 


righteousness, pride and anger. 


‘You're fucking unbelievable. I'm suffering through all this shit for you. | clean, | cook, | raise our damn kids 
because you never please to go back home for more than a week at the most. Then you've got to get back on 
track, working or doing whatever feels right. Keeping busy, away from me, away from your own children They 
miss their dad, | miss my husband. But that's nothing to you, is it? She saw it now, the remorse she'd been 
trying so hard to lure out. Barely visible, but it was there. ‘I'm watching my husband - the man | love, the 
man | would give up my own life to save - waste my love away to go let his best damn friend fuck him 
senseless. It's obvious he's more important to you than either of us. Not me, not Stephie, Jesse, Jake, Romeo - 
not one of us. It's all about him. Just you wait till you get old and ugly, and we'll see whether he'll still like to 
stick his dick in you: 


She could see that Jon was reacting now, she could see the fear in his eyes. She knew that one hit home, she 
knew how scared Jon was of aging and losing his charms. She knew how he was fighting the ticking biological 
clock, how he was making twice the effort to stay slim and attractive. But she also knew it wasn't for the 


fans' eyes or for her own he stayed in shape. Jon only sought compliments and appreciation from on source. 
She gave him a mocking smirk, letting him know she knew his worst fear well, while he was apparently having 


an internal combat. He looked torn between several emotions, those baby blue eyes stormy and clouded. 


‘| gave birth to our bloody children, Jon - your children. Richie Sambora might be your friend for years and 
years, but trust me when | say this - he is not worth throwing the family away. He's a so called sober drunk, 
any time he'll slip back into track. He's a fucking alcoholic, Jon, and he's tearing this family apart from the 
roots! He's a selfish, greedy, air brained asshole!" 


At those words something seemed to snap inside Jon, triggering a fury flaring strong and flashing red-hot in 
his blue orbs. Dorothea had rarely seen him that upset, and she knew it meant danger. She knew that once 
driven to this point, Jon wasn't thinking straight, wasn't right in the head. But before he got a chance to come 
to his senses and stop himself, and before she had a chance to calm him down or possibly make a run for it, 


his hand came out to forcefully and emotionlessly deliver a slap right across the side of his wife's face. 


It was over in a second, but it felt like time had frozen and was standing still, it felt like everything was 
happening in slow motion She gasped from the shock and smarting pain. Jon had hit her before, frequently 
even when he was going through his depression But she forgave that, blamed it on his unstable mind at the 
time being, and it was a long time since last time. Staggering slightly backwards from the force of the blow, 
she managed to maintain her balance and the sound echoing through-out the empty room left them in a dead, 


awkward and uncomfortable silence. 


Jon's eyes went wide in disbelief and terror as he seemed to almost immediately realize the weight of what he 
had just done. Maybe he too had been taken back in time, back to the days when Dorothea had threatened to 
leave him if he didn't get himself together. When his last chance at safety and a somewhat normal life had 
tried to leave him behind. He took a few steps forwards, raising his hands and obviously wanting to calm and 
soothe his wife, the remorse, regret and shame now etched on his beautiful features. She almost pitied him 
when she saw it. Never had he thought he was still capable of something like this, of hurting the woman who 
stayed faithfully by him to back him up when times got too rough. Not even in his worst moods had he gone 
this far as to hurt her, not since he vowed never again to lay a finger on her in a non-cautious manner. But 
before he had the chance to say a word, to give her a proper apology, anything at all, Dorothea returned the 


blow with a slap of her own 


She refused to let herself be forced to tears by such a low blow as this was. She refused to break down in 


front of her husband, she wouldn't let him get to her. 


Jon blinked his eyes in what could only be described as mortification, not in a million years having expected 
that even as he knew his wife very well. He too was feeling his cheek sting and swell while watching Dorothea 
bring a slightly trembling hand up to tough her own burning red cheek. Damn, it hurt bad, he must have 
handed it to her bad, she figured. She tasted iron, knew it must be blood. She in turn then watched him turning 
his head to slowly meet her cold and emotionless expression. But she knew he could see the tears spilling from 
her eyes non-the-less, globs of the salty fluid trailing in quick streams down her cheek She was so tired of 


this, so tired her heart ached. She hated the jealousy, she hated the tension between them. She hated Richie, 


and she hoped both he and Jon felt at least some guilt over what they were putting her through. But 
something told her Richie felt only pity. 


‘You, John Bongiovi, are a selfish fucking prick, she snarled with the last dignity she had left, but her voice 
was shaking badly. She wished she'd never even commented on the stains. She wished she could have kept her 
mouth shut for once. She then preceded to turn on her high heels, snort and hurry out of the room to leave 


Jon behind alone. She already knew he'd be voluntarily sleeping in the guest room tonight. 


Stephanie 


Author's Notes: 
Part two, this one set a couple of years after the first one :) 


Stephanie frowned as she leaned against the wall, waiting for the occupied bathroom to be free. She'd already 
been standing here for about IO minutes and her problem wasn't exactly that urgent, but she couldn't help but 
feel annoyed. Who the hell took this long to finish their business in the bathroom anyway? Arms folded across 
her chest, sighing softly she just wanted to go back downstairs to catch up with Ava as the other kids 
already did. Richie and her and been spending a few days here, since Heather was apparently working with a 
new movie and Richie needed vacation. At least, thats what her father had told her. Though she didn't mind, 
extra company was always nice and Jon's mood tended to be rocketing to the skies whenever Richie came 


around. 


She vaguely wondered where Jon and Richie had disappeared to though after Richie's arrival, thinking they 
were probably writing songs somewhere. They'd usually be found in the studio, jamming away and trying out 
different sound effects for recording, or in the quest bedroom Richie used, sitting on the bed and scribbling 
lyrics down onto an old notebook or Jon's laptop. She'd barely seen and much less conversed with either of the 


pair. 


That's when she suddenly heard a noise, a slight giggling followed by what could only be a moan, unmistakably 
coming from the other side of the bathroom door. Her eyes widened when the sound came again and she was 
able to recognize the voice even as the tone was high in pitch as that of her father's. Turning her head slowly 
towards the door and watching the light filter out from beneath, she felt a mild disgust come upon her. Could 
her father really be jerking off in the bathroom? She tried hard not to think of any of her parents doing 


sexual things, but sometimes she'd hear things she just rather not have caught. 


Slowly however, she snuck closer to the white wood and rested her ear gently against the soft material, 
listening intently for any other noises, frowning. She only wanted to try making sure that this wasn't what it 
sounded like, she wanted to get the to her repulsing thought of her father masturbating out of her mind. 


‘Rich, stop it, that tickles, man.!' giggled Jon this time, the muffled words followed by the sound of fabric of 
some sort rustling, scraping against the door and Stephanie quickly took a few steps back, thinking the door 
would be opening. She definitely didn't want her dad coming out to spot her listening to him doing, uh, business. 
Neither did she want him to bang her head with the door itself. It was only then she realized that Jon had 
been talking to Richie, a nervous and unsettling feeling washing over her and leaving her pale, frozen to the 
floorboards. What the hell was Richie doing inside the bathroom with Jon? What if they both came out and 
caught her just standing there, staring at them? 


But nothing happened, no one came through, no one unlocked the door. There was only continuous faint scraping 


against the door, and the only other thing she heard was possible suckling noises and a deeper chuckle, one she 
knew must belong to Richie because she'd recognize those smooth deep vocals anywhere. Right after followed 
another soft moan, almost like a purr and a mewl combined. She'd never heard that sort of noise in Jon's 


voice, and the experience wasn't the least pleasant. 


She stood rooted to the floor, not knowing what to do. Should she knock the door to let them know they were 
caught? Should she run and tell her mother what was going on behind closed doors? Should she simply walk 
away and keep this to herself? Should she confront her father about what she'd heard later on when 
opportunity arouse? She felt sickened, confused, betrayed and angry. Not only had she just caught her father 
cheating on her mother, his very own wife, but he was doing it with his so called best friend. Unforgivable. 
Wanting to walk away and pretend she hadn't heard anything, she couldn't, her feet were glued to the spot. The 


sounds coming from behind the door made her head spin with nausea 


‘Oh, Richie... s‘nice... came Jon's voice again, louder and huskier this time, hasty panting making the words 
breathy. She didn't want to think of what was happening on the other side, but still her mind conjured up 
images of Jon pressed up against the door, Richie's hands and lips all over him, clothes being opened and hands 
gliding inside. She shut her eyes hard, shaking her head and trying to force the uninvited pictures away. But 
they stayed, playing over and over. Put on repeat before her inner vision There was some more rustling 


against the door; then the unmistakeable sound of a jeans zipper being tugged down, slowly. 


‘This s'gonna feel even nicer... murmured Richie seductively, the playful lust hinting and Stephanie could 
practically see the smirk on Richie's lips. Then something dropped to the ground, and she was suspecting that 
must be Richie's knees clumsily hitting the tiled floor. That too turned into an unrequested vision before her 
mind's eye. Images of Richie yanking Jon's zipper down, licking his lips, reaching inside the pants flourished. Why 
did she have to hear them in the first place? Why did she wait around? Why didn't she just go use one of the 
other four bathrooms around the house? She regretted not walking away when her ears caught that first 
moan. Then to wrench her away from her unwanted figments of imagination came a loud, whiny whimper that 


was definitely Jon's voice. It seemed to ring in her ears, played on repeat. 


Stephanie fought the urge to throw up right then and there, her stomach churning and the bile rising in her 
throat, but she forced it down with a lot of effort. That would have been a pretty sight to explain; her puke 
on the carpet just outside the bathroom door. Wanting desperately to turn and run, she instead she slowly 
backed away, intent on not letting the occupied men inside let her know she ever overheard this. She knew it 
wasn't something she was supposed to be aware of, but also that it would forever affect the way she looked 
upon her dad. She didn't know whether she should tell Dorothea about what she'd heard, but after short 
debate as she headed down the stairs to the closest bathroom on the first floor, she decided not to. She 
suspected that if Jon and Richie weren't usually more cautious than this, and had always been as close as 
they seemed to be now, as.. involved, her mother was already aware of the events going on. Still, a stark 


dizziness and a heavy sorrow rested upon her shoulders. 


Heather 


Author's Notes: 
Another chapter to this fic, | thought I\'d post some pov\'s regarding Richie\'s family just as well as Jon\'s, so 
here you go with my version of the reason for Richie\'s and Heather\'s divorce. Excuse me for grammatical 


issues but | was lazy. :) 


Heather hadn't meant to look, not really. She wasn't known to snoop, she'd merely been a tad curious. Curiosity 
couldn't hurt, could it? At least thats what she'd told herself when she'd spotted her husband's phone lying 
forgotten on top of the kitchen counter. Richie rarely ever left his cellphone behind, it only ever happened if he 
was stressed out or too excited to think about bringing it along. He was very much handicapped without it 


resting securely in his pocket, so she knew he'd be coming back for it in as soon as he realized his jean pocket 
was empty. 


It hadn't been her intention to snoop, just look at some pictures Richie might have taken. She found what she 
was looking for, mostly adorable shots of Ava doing more or less memorable things that made her smile. 
There was one shot of Ava wearing Richie's black old cowboy hat, that one warmed her heart and made her 
feel all fuzzy inside. She loved the close bound her daughter and husband shared, it could light up any room 
they were both in 


As she admired the photo of the tiny blonde girl with the wide grin, looking so much like her father, the phone 
buzzed in her hand. A text? Not that she was a stranger to the idea of her husband receving texts, quite on 
the contrary he seemed to do nothing but text and giggle to himself at times. Her could sit for hours in his 
corner of the couch with his legs pulled up and text away, always with a small smile on his face and slightly 


rosy cheeks. She'd confronted him once, asked him who he was talking to. He'd said it was Jon and she hadn't 


thought much of it. 


Out of curiousity - because it couldn't kill, could it? - she opened the inbox. She was just going to have some 
fun and see what Jon and Richie normally texted to one another that always seemed to bring Richie's mood up 
even from the lowest lows. What she expected to find was the typical guy to guy jokes, but when she read 
the text, wide eyes trailing over the one sentence over and over again without being able to take it in fully, 


she couldn't comprehend it. 
‘| miss u baby, need to see u soon or l'm gonna explode, love u, call me xx’ 


She blinked her eyes, staring at the message until her eyes felt dry and burning and the letters seemed to 
mash together into one blurry mess. Hands shaking, she took the phone with her, and instead of placing it 
where she intially found it, she laid it to rest on top of the living room coffe table and sat down on the sofa, 


arms folded. That couldn't have meant what she thought it meant, could it? 


Richie and Jon were friends, best friends, brothers. Surely Jon had sent that text to the wrong person? She 
refused to read any more texts, she wasn't going to sink that low, she was just going to ask Richie about it 
when he came back She pictured her husband laughing it off, telling her that of course that hadn't been 
intended for him but for Dorothea That thought made her relieve some of the sudden tension that'd come 
over her, but it didn't ease her mind. It didn't feel like the text had been missent, and that's what bothered 


her. 


She didn't know for how long she'd sat there, didn't care, when she heard the front door open. She didn't have 
to look up, to greet the person coming through to know it was Richie. 


‘Heather-baby, have you seen my phone? | think | left it at home, is it here? His voice didn't seem worried 
when he asked, mostly just wondering. Heather knew just as well as her husband did that he wasn't reckless 
enough to drop the phone, not even when drunk. And Richie hadn't been drunk in a long time. 


She didn't reply, she simply remained on the couch, arms still folded and legs crossed over her knee. She was 
just going to ask, casually like it didn't mean a thing, like it was the most normal thing to ask her husband. 

"Hey, Richie, you just recieved a text where Jon called you baby and said he needed you, was that meant for 
you or for Dorothea?" Sure, that'd blow over well. She had to make sure she didn't sound or seem the least 


suspicous, lucky her. She was an actress after all. 


Only seconds later she saw Richie's head appear in the doorway. ‘Baby? Did y'see my phone? Oh, there it is! 
She glanced up only to spot the relief written all over her husband's face once he located what he'd been 
looking for, heading for the table and crouching down to pick it up. But when he laid eyes on her, his wide grin 
dropped almost like it had been wiped right off his face, replaced by an expression of worry and concern 


‘Baby? What's wrong..?' 


Sighing weakly, she looked up at Richie's face. She knew that man couldn't lie for all he was worth, she knew 
that wasn't in it for him. She knew that if she asked him, she'd get a straight answer. She just wasn't sure 
whether the answer would be the one she wanted. "Of course that wasn't for me, baby, it musta been for the 
missus." The there'd be that dimpled smile of her husband's that she loved the so much, the one that never 


failed to woe her or make her belly flutter even after I years as a married couple. 


She opened her mouth to speak but paused. What made her hesitate? The fact that she'd seen how overly 
affectionate Jon and Richie always were with one another, too many kisses and hugs and touches for it to pass 
as mere friendly or brotherly love. She'd overlook it though, she knew they'd been friends for ages, she knew 
about their connection and she knew that those two had shared their highest highs and lowest lows with one 
another. She had been willing to accept that she'd never come first, she'd been willing to accept that Jon would 
always be Richie's beloved brother. But she knew she'd secretly hoped for it to change when Ava was born, 
that the affection Richie normally spared only for Jon would somehow be transferred to her. Foolish, yes, but 
she'd actually made herself believe it'd happen 


She swallowed before setting knowing eyes on Richie's concerned ones, she saw him squirm a bit as if suddenly 


uncomfortable. ‘There's this text for you. | didn't mean to look, don't think | did, but | was looking at the photos 


you'd taken of Ava. she said, voice even as she trailed off. That was all it took for Richie to go pale as death, 
licking his lips. 


‘Uh, what kinda text would that be.. he asked as if he didn't already know, trying to shrug the discomfort and 
tension of the moment off. She could see it in his eyes that he knew, that he was buying himself time. He 
looked fidgety. 


‘Its from Jon. He needs you, he says‘ She saw her husband flinch visibly now, averting his eyes to stare down 
at the phone still in his hands. She saw how his adam's apple bobbed as he went into the inbox to check what 
Jon had sent him, eyes widening just a tiny bit and a deep blush tainting his face crimson. That's all she needed 


as proof, the shame on his features nearly palpable. 


‘It was meant for you, wasn't it..2" she asked nearly breathlessly. She was an actress, yes, and she was 
supposed to be able to keep a mask and a facade up. But this, this was too much. She swallowed hard, feeling a 
lump in her throat, that warm pressure of tears. She refused to cry, because she couldn't say she hadn't 
seen the signs. She'd just ignored them, pretended they weren't there to be seen This was the man she'd 
sworn to spend her life with, but she wasn't intending to share him with his own best friend. That's where she 
had to draw the line. She wasn't going to be a pushover, she wasn't going to let herself come second. She was 


the wife, Jon was the friend. 


She saw Richie hand his head, dark lashes concealing the guilt in those caramel eyes, she could see his hands 
tremble as he seemed to almost move in slow motion, letting the phone glide down into his pocket and patting it 


lightly as if to make sure it was safe where it belonged. He didn't say anything, simply remained silent. 


‘Fucking answer me! she snapped after what felt like an eternity, slamming her open palm against the wooden 
board of the table, fiery blue eyes brimming with tears fixed on her husband's face in an angry glare. She saw 
him wince, almost jump and stare at her with wide, frightful eyes. He was afraid of her, afraid of what she 
could do. She could take Ava away, he'd been drinking and she could report it. He knew that. She could punish 


him, maybe she even would. He deserved it. 


His bottom lip quivered, and she saw that he too was close to tears. But what she'd hoped to hear when he 
opened his plump, pink lips remained unsaid, the words that might have patched things up if he'd been willing to 
make a change. "Don't leave me, please." ‘l. l'm - I'm sorry.. dont.. don't take my Ava away from me.. p- 


please.’ 


She wasn't important. He wasn't going to pick her. 


